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	1. breathe

**chapter one. breathe: sebastian's only love comes from his only hate. set during the 60s. **

_exit music (for a film) - radiohead_

_breathe keep breathing / don't lose your nerve / breathe keep breathing / i can't do this alone_

* * *

><p>The word 'danger' didn't skim the surface of the cold, condensing beer that Mercedes and Sebastian had poured out the tap, fear wasn't even foam rising to the top. The mere thought of what they'd been doing sent chills down their spines, it was better not to think of it. He, Sebastian, was never sure of what would end the relationship. Surely, they wouldn't get married or grow old together, he knew that. They weren't buddy-buddy screw pals either who shared an apartment, but had girlfriends on the side that alleviated any suspicions. There was no way to try to mask their relationship, there was no way they could be together– really be together. If they were truly desperate, couldn't spend a second apart, maybe he could hire her as a maid when he grew older. Even that would draw unneeded attention, and he knew her pride would take the better hold of her. And Sebastian would eventually have to be married or get married off by the Smythe patriarchs, making for a mess.<p>

So, how would it be? He asked himself. How would the sun in his life be extinguished? By force, he reckoned. He always told her, '_It's either you or me in the grave, I won't live without you._' She'd laugh it off, she thought it was a joke. But Sebastian knew, he knew he couldn't quit her, he couldn't live without her. His breath caught in his lungs when she left or she came, and she always lit a fire in his cool bones that burned at initial contact and lingered. How he loved her– it was her smile, and her voice, a smooth falsetto or quick raspiness that reminded him of when they were younger, of when things were sweeter.

Maybe they'd be found out, maybe someone would walk in on them at the wrong time. That was the beginning of everything, every other possibility. People knowing was no harm for Sebastian, people looking neither. People talking was no inhibition, and laughter was motivation. Mercedes, he could not speak for, he knew things would be tougher for her, but he would be fine with the judgement. Though judgement was never the end of the line, after judgement followed action. He'd heard of white men being with black women before, he was told if you ever saw a dark skinned woman with a light colored baby, it was the white man's doing. That was all fine- sex was all fine. But the possibility of loving someone who most of Lillington County wouldn't even call 'human' or would call sub par, at least, was out of bounds. The possibility that a white man could love a black woman was unheard of. He'd also heard stories of black men with white women, the girls were given a slap on the wrist and sent to live with their grandparents in Mississippi, but the boys… Oh! The boys, killed. Each time, murdered- hung, tortured, burned.

So, what would come of Sebastian and Mercedes? Two specimens who had never been studied. Would Sebastian be killed or slapped on the wrist; what about Mercedes?

Neither knew, that was the scary part. Maybe if they had known the true risks or the way they'd meet their end, they could have really enjoyed their time together, but neither knew what would separate them. A sincere promise of 'I would never let them hurt you,' only removed stress momentarily when fingers trailed over bare skin and kisses were laid upon foreheads, only momentarily.

Mercedes was scared. More scared than Sebastian even, she wasn't the stoic, hero he was (or pretended to be). She was a heroine, in her own right, but not in Lillington County, not a slayer of monsters like Jim Crow. She was a small girl with big dreams, dreams of singing and falling in love, and her dreams had only came true in dark places where songs were sung to wash away tears and falling in love was the most painful part of living. And she was afraid.

Many times did she try to quit, quit loving and quit falling. And as much of a bastard as he was, Sebastian would re-convince her.

"You'll leave me alone in this? You'll leave me to be in love by myself? Mercedes, I can not live without you. – I'm afraid, I'm scared. Have you ever heard me say anything like that? I'm… I'm in love with you, and we can't just end like this… not like this. Not after we've both risked so much to be with each other, we aren't going out like this. I love you, I want to be with you, and I can't just quit because you think we should. I don't care what we think we should do, I care about what we want– what we need to do. And I need to be with you, I need to touch you, and I need to think of you and know that there is the possibility, just the wildest thought even, that you are thinking of me too. I can't live without you, I can't do this without you. I was nothing those years when we weren't together, I was sad, I was lonely, I was empty. I was dying. And I will tell you, I would **die by fire** a million times over to be with you, rather than spend one more day dying inside– you are all I want. Please… Just breathe, we're both nervous. We're both scared, terrified, even. But we need each other, I need you, I love you, I want you. Until we die or forever, whichever comes sooner."


	2. beauty and the beast

**chapter two. beauty and the beast: sebastian and mercedes dance, for old time's sake.**

* * *

><p>Mercedes and Sebastian's mothers sputtered through downed wine and silent laughter, the latter placing on a low blues disk and the former encouraging the youth to slow dance.<p>

'You two used to dance all the time when you were younger,' Ms. Jones confided, drunkenly.

'In fact,' Tierney started, leaning over the disk player. 'You two loved this very song,' she trilled, 'this very song!'

Sebastian looked at Mercedes, slightly amused, but waiting for her reaction. He drifted between keeping his cool and being drawn into the atmosphere of the room, but he managed to remain unwavered until he saw Mercedes's own attachment. Mercedes only blushed and refused to look at Sebastian, refused to face the fact that he may be repulsed by the idea of pressing against her, but Sebastian lingered, praying that she'd remember the movement of his feet in their slow dance.

In a limbo of drunken provocations and miscommunication, Sebastian finally gripped the sofa tightly, and leaned over to whisper into Mercedes's shoulder, 'One dance. For old time's sake.'

Mercedes nodded quickly and gulped down the last sip of a glass of water, 'Just one,' she reminded, holding up one finger, why not?

The mothers clapped intensely when the couple finally rose, and shuffled the two to the center of the room, between the couch and the fireplace. The music seemed to lift, and Tierney swayed further away from her original place to allow the children room, Ms. Jones sipped a tall glass of dark wine, and smiled in satisfaction.

Sebastian stepped between Mercedes's feet slowly, placing his hand in the small of her back; he was too tall to lean his forehead onto hers, but he grasped her hand with his to bring them all the more closer. He ignored her stilted movements and the feeling of his mother's gaze in his back, choosing instead to focus directly on falling into rhythm with Mercedes's slow pacing.

Mercedes hadn't danced formally in years, and she feared that her palm began to sweat in Sebastian's hand, she caught a glimpse of her mother's eye during the first turn. Whilst attempting to relent from Sebastian's tight grasp, Mercedes was pulled back quickly, their eyes finally meeting.

"You haven't danced in a while, have you?" He asked somberly.

Mercedes shook her head, "Haven't had the opportunity."

Sebastian nodded and looked away, "Don't think so deeply about it, just relax. If you can remember what it was like when we were first together,' he chose his words carefully, "remember where my feet will move next."

Sebastian lightened up and resorted back to a less complex maneuver, but soon Mercedes's feet aligned with his, and her head cradled into his chest.

"I don't remember it being like this,' Mercedes whispered, 'And, then, I was in love with you."

Sebastian laughed, "I guess the feeling's passed?"

Mercedes remained silent as the two continued to sway back and forth, Sebastian thought that it could be like this all the time… if only.

Tierney silently gripped for her friend's hand, soft tears swelling in her eyes. She wanted nothing more than happiness for her son, she was even better if it included happiness for herself.

Mercedes felt Sebastian's heart racing in her ear, and she wondered if he could feel her's in his stomach, she only leaned in closer for the hope that he did.

Sebastian confessed, "I miss this."

"Me too."

He didn't know if it was time to express his feelings, he wasn't sure if it would ever be time. He didn't know for sure how he felt, but he knew he felt Mercedes's chest racing just like his, but to say the word… He sighed and cherished the moment. He could tell her that he loved, or so he thought, her another time. For now he could just be in love.

* * *

><p><em>an_

.

_chipsnhow_ - love your reviews btw, thanks for always reading


	3. high school

**chapter three. high school: seven minutes in heaven**

* * *

><p>"Okay, Puck, no matter what you do, make sure that Quinn Fabray ends up in this closet!"<p>

"_Okay, okay,_' Puck said nonchalantly, rushing Sebastian into the closed and damp closet, blindfolded. "Have fun," he whispered before shutting the door completely. Somehow at parties someone always ended up suggesting '7 Minutes in Heaven' and today instead of Sebastian forcing someone into the closet, he'd been shoved in there himself. While being blindfolded he was only able to mutter to make sure that Quinn ended up in there, he'd have their heads if she didn't. Several seconds passed with Sebastian in the closet, all sounds from inside completely drowned out. He played out what would happen with Quinn once she got into the closet, deciding that he'd like it better if he could see what was going on. Just as he began to take his blindfold off, the door creaked open, and he turned around so that the boy's hosting the game wouldn't be able to tell that he had taken off his blindfold. Sebastian heard snickers, and turned around just in time to get a glance of who was coming in. It wasn't Quinn Fabray, it was Mercedes Jones.

"Where's Quinn?"

"Outside with Puck." Mercedes piped back, clearly nervous. She wasn't the type of girl who participated in these types of games, and it was even more clear that she hadn't been shoved into that closet on her own doing.

Sebastian backed further into the closet, "_Um_…"

"Look, I don't want to be in here either. We don't have to do anything, it's not like I was trying to kiss you either." He heard her cross her arms and blow.

"That's not what I meant, I mean— we can kiss too, I don't have a problem with it."

_a/n_

.

_chipsnhow_: thank you, that really means a lot. the fandom isn't as popular anymore, and it's awesome for you to recognize not only myself, but this ship as well.

_mzdoodlesaunt26_: totally fine. thank you, you are so sweet. i'm glad you can relate to the characters. i take time and rewatch episodes to get down exactly how i think they would react to certain things, and i can say their dynamic is genuine, and i'm glad you see that.

_alliecattie3_: thank you _a million times_. that's awesome to hear, i hope you like what i have in store.


	4. beer can

**chapter four. beer can: mercedes and sebastian are two musicians from two very different sides of the musical spectrum**

* * *

><p>Sebastian shrugged, gulping down the rest of the Budweiser and shifting his mouth to one side. He leaned back and forced his weight onto his left arm whilst watching Mercedes timidly peck around the beer in her hand.<p>

"If you didn't want one, you could've told me. You don't have to try and run with the big dogs,' Sebastian said, laughing under his breath.

"I was never a big drinker…" Mercedes replied, smiling shortly, and moving the can between her hands.

"_No_?' Sebastian gulfed, "I could not tell for the world." He reached over to the woman, making sure to linger hesitantly over her chest for a few seconds, before gripping the still-full beer can. He scolded her with a '_tssk tssk_' and retracted. Sitting his empty can within the roof's gutter, he chucked Mercedes's can as hard as possible. The weak throw landed the beer feebly in the adjacent neighbor's yard, but it raised shock from Mercedes.

"Hey, what are you doing?"

"Do you live there?" He asked.

"What?" Mercedes asked, scanning the street frantically to see if any cops were approaching to surely throw the duo away in jail for life plus.

"Do you live there?' Sebastian asked, pointing to the house of his assault. "Is that your house?"

"No, I live in LA, why?"

"Well, I don't see why you care so much about their house, they probably won't even see it. I'll bet you whoever lives there isn't even home. The owner is probably some rich movie producer who's off in a third-world country getting top from a minor, if anything, I'm doing an injustice by not throwing cans in his yard."

Mercedes sat silently for a few seconds before erupting in laughter, "That's horrible."

Sebastian nodded, "I know, I was thinking the same thing. - I'm really a terrible person."

"Yeah, you are.. I wonder if your fans would still like you if they knew."

"They'll like me whatever I do. Especially the groupies."

"That must be a good feeling." Mercedes replied, swinging her feet in the air. It stung her, to hear him admit he had 'groupies'. But she knew, everyone knew.

The small 'get together' that party promoter, Artie Abrams, was hosting was supposed to be a tiny affair. About thirty songwriters from various different genres getting together to collaborate and swipe business cards, Sebastian had even brought his guitar– it seemed like a reasonable rendezvous. But within the hour, over a hundred cars were parked outside, and fans from every side of the music spectrum were on the lawn and in the house. The way the music came on and the dancers came out instantly… one could say it was planned.

Creeping out, he saw Mercedes Jones, R&B princess, sitting on the hood of her car, seemingly aggravated. It seemed like as good a time as ever to introduce himself, and a quick, '_You look like you need a beer_,' landed the two on the roof, almost drunkenly, spilling secrets that even the tabloids didn't know.

He shrugged, "The playboy life is fun for awhile. After sometime, it get's lonely. I'd much rather...' He shrugged again and threw his beer can too. It hit someone's car with a tiny '_clank_!' and landed miserably on the ground.

"_Whatever_."

* * *

><p><strong>There will totally be some two-shots here and there. Most of the one-shots are modern, but any that are in a set period, I will mention in the opening. <strong>


	5. no one would tell

**chapter five. no one would tell: sebastian shows all the warning signs, mercedes refuses to see**

* * *

><p>"Mercedes, spill."<p>

"Yeah, Mercedes. We want to know everything. Everything,' Rachel said, nodding overzealously, and placing her hand on Mercedes's thigh.

Mercedes blushed under her best friends' gaze, and she craned her neck to feign importance elsewhere. The trio could hear their boyfriends making a ruckus through the brush, though they couldn't see that Sebastian, Finn, and Jesse were playing a rough game of catch in the shallow coast of the beach.

"Chica, don't act like you care about what our boyfriends have been doing for the past thirty minutes, because you don't. I know, you know, they know, everyone knows that you and Sebastian didn't just play footsie when you guys left the campsite last night, what's up? Did he pop your age old cherry, finally?"

"Santana!' Rachel snapped, hitting Santana lightly on the arm, but the latter simply shrugged and twisted her lips in jadedness.

"I don't know,' Mercedes began, rubbing her arm lightly. "I don't know if he'd want me to tell you guys."

"Did you seriously just say that?– No, really, Mercedes Jones, did you really just say that?" Santana replied, beginning to rise from her position on a log and dust off the sand from her legs.

"No, no,' Mercedes said, pushing Santana back down and beckoning her to lower her voice. "It's not that, guys. It's just that he's so sweet, and he was so gentle with me, it's personal."

Rachel intertwined her fingers and nodded understandingly, though Santana blew out her breath in long, drawn out 'huff!'.

"Mercedes, I actually told you about that time when I thought I had crabs, did I not? Did I not tell you two, Rachel?' Santana asked for back-up, to which Rachel nodded in agreement.

"And now you don't want to tell me what happened between you and Jerry the Mouse? I am offended, I am hurt. I am disgusted, I would say even."

"That is a bit… dramatic, and I would know about dramatics, but I agree with Santana, Mercedes. We've been open and honest with you in the past about Jesse and Finn, the least you can do is tell us about this very special night for you, because it's special for us too, okay?"

Mercedes looked between the girls and after a long sigh, relented. "Okay,' she began. "We went up the coast and we talked for awhile, it was super sweet. And we held hands, it was like in a movie or something. Then we kind of geared off into the woods, and there was this beautiful clearing, and the moon was shining so perfectly, it was unbelievable. He'd already set it up, actually. There was a blanket, and he had his guitar-,'

"Wait– did he serenade you, Mercedes?"

"Well, I wouldn't call it a serenade, but…' Mercedes trailed, though before she could finish Rachel had began clapping and screeching hysterically, her excitement radiated, so brightly, it seemed, that Santana pushed herself away from her friend, and gave Mercedes a wondering glance.

"Pointless. How was the sex?" Santana deadpanned.

"Santana…' Mercedes said in a low tone, her blood rising to her cheeks.

"No, I mean, it's cool that 'The Sidekick, Robin' sung you a song, totally hot. I wish Finn would sing me a song, but his voice resembles a dying whale. A dying sperm whale." Santana responded, Rachel nodding in chagrin.

"I'm just saying, I would love to hear about how he fought crime through song and note on his dollar store guitar, but I would prefer, just a little bit, to hear about whether he rocked your world or not, and if so, was it freaking amazing?"

Mercedes stared at Rachel and Santana momentarily before bursting into laughter and nodding, "Yes, yes, it was-,'

"You did it?"

"What?"

"You fucking slut, I knew you had it in you,' Santana screamed, her and Rachel both leaning into hug Mercedes.

"How was it, Mercedes?"

"It was really… nice. It didn't hurt, he was just really sweet and gentle. It really made me feel,' Mercedes shrugged. "He made me feel special, and he just kissed me for so long and he held me after. It was really sweet, I really like him, guys."

"That's really awesome, Mercedes. It's nice that you-,' Rachel began, before being cut off by the sound of a twig snapping, followed by silent laughter. Santana stood, her long, golden legs making it over to the thin length of forest first, and Mercedes and Rachel following behind her. In front of the three stood Jesse and Finn, doubled-over in pain from laughter.

Jesse noticed the girls first, and did his best to mask his laughter.

Finn did the same, finally smirking at the three. "Sorry girls, we were trying to be really sweet and gentle, we didn't mean to disturb you all." With his hand on Finn's back, Jesse fell into hysterics again, and when he crashed into Finn's chest with laughter, the girls could see that Sebastian had been standing behind the two the entire time. He looked at Mercedes in melancholy, frowned, but said nothing.

"You guys are assholes." Rachel finally voiced.

Mercedes looked down, afraid and both embarrassed for Sebastian, she felt Santana wrap a tight arm around her shoulder.

"What's for dinner?" Santana asked, gearing the group away from the forest, and back to the shore's campsite.

The rest of the evening, Sebastian said the minimal amount to Mercedes. He still carried on with Finn, Jesse, Santana, and Rachel like normal, but whenever Mercedes would address him, he'd do his best to look away from her, and reply with a 'Yes', 'No', or an 'I don't know'. He was embarrassed over everything, and he thought Mercedes respected their relationship.

Clearly not.

For dinner the couples sat around the fire, cooking hot dogs and s'mores simultaneously. Rachel wrapped herself around Jesse, her wet hair drying off in the heat. Finn and Santana remained the only two not on a log, instead Santana sat between Finn's legs on the sand, thus she had to do all his fire-heating for him, which raised a lot of commotion, as Finn finished multiple hot dogs before Santana could even get a chance to heat her own up. Sebastian and Mercedes sat stiffly next to each other, Sebastian using one arm to hold his hot dog over the fire and the other was lodged into his knee, propping his head in his hand. He had kindly, in his opinion, offered Mercedes the first hot dog he'd cooked, and accepting, she'd filed to making their s'mores. Still nervous to try to talk to him, knowing he would have no fears of shutting her down in front of the entire group, she quietly twisted marshmallows over the fire.

When the package of hot dogs was empty, and the last marshmallow had fallen off the skewer and into the fire, Finn rested his hand on Santana's lap audibly, and said, "Well, I am tired."

"That's code for he's trying to sleep with you." Jesse directed to Santana, taking a sip from a beer can. Rachel laughed lightly, and Finn raised his eyebrows waiting for Santana's reply.

"Well, if that's what you wanted, then that's all you had to say…' Santana replied flirtatiously, standing, and taking Finn's hand. As the two walked away from the fire and to their designated tent, Santana waved to the rest of the group, "Goodnight, guys."

"Goodnight." They responded.

"I'm pretty tired, too, no funny business." Rachel said yawning.

Jesse stretched, "Yeah, we've got a pretty long drive back to Lima in the morning.' He and Rachel stood at the same time, and he extended a hand to Sebastian to shake. "Sleep well."

"Yeah, you too, Jesse."

Rachel ran behind Mercedes and gave her a tight hug, "Just tell him you didn't mean to embarrass him,' she whispered before walking away hand-in-hand with Jesse.

Sebastian stared at the fire for a few minutes, and when the rustling of Jesse and Rachel entering their tents for the night died away, he brushed off his pants and stood.

"I think I'm going to call it a night, too."

Noting that he planned to walk away and leave her alone, Mercedes stood behind him, "I'm sorry about today, Sebastian, but you don't have to be a total jerk towards me. It was an accident, I didn't mean for Jesse and Finn to hear."

Sebastian nodded, and turned around, "But you meant for Rachel and Santana to hear, though, right?"

Mercedes paused momentarily before speaking, "They're my best friends, they wanted to know. I didn't say anything to make you look stupid."

"So, you agree I look stupid?"

"Sebastian, that's not what I said."

He shrugged, "You tell me you love me, and then you go and do really stupid shit like that. You don't make fun of people you care about, Mercedes. I would have never done that to you."

"What don't you understand about me not meaning to embarrass you? It was innocent!" Mercedes said, raising her voice to a yell, though quiet enough so that everyone else wouldn't hear them.

"If you're going to yell, then I don't want to be here. I don't want to act like I want to be with someone who has no regard for my feelings and then yells at me when I'm upset about it." Sebastian said finally, and turned to walk away. Mercedes lunged for his hand to try to stop him; Sebastian turned around quickly, and in the bustle of turning and shoving her hand from away from him, he pushed her backwards, and Mercedes stumbled to the ground, scraping her hand on a log.

Sighing, Sebastian looked down at Mercedes, who was doing her best to investigate her hand in the dark. He bit his jaw, and walked away from her, not saying anything. Mercedes sat on the beach for hours, unsure of whether to wake up Santana and Rachel and demand that they leave then, or to chalk it up to the few beers they'd shared, and call it a misunderstanding.

She finally decided to return to her and Sebastian's tent. Laying down, Mercedes pulled her blankets over herself and prayed for sleep. She listened to Sebastian's deep, shallow breaths, and her heart sunk momentarily when he draped in arms around her unconsciously. She wanted to rip herself out of his grasp but she couldn't bring herself to it.

When Mercedes finally woke, the sun was on the horizon, and she could hear engines in the distance. She brushed her hair back into a ponytail, and was surprised to find the tent completely empty of everything asides from her sleeping bag and blanket. Peering outside, she, too, noted that all the tents were taken up except her and Sebastian's, and the boys were loading the last of the gear into their respective vehicles. Santana and Rachel lingered around the fire-pit and picked up the remaining the trash the group had adorned the campsite with. Mercedes folded her blanket and took to breaking down the tent. Just as she had removed the second nail from the ground, Sebastian ran up from behind her, and placed a hand on the small of her back.

"I've got this,' he said, motioning for her to leave. "Really, don't worry about it. The keys are in the ignition, and Finn got McDonald's at like six this morning, it's in his passenger seat."

"What time is it?" Mercedes asked, rubbing her eyes as they adjusted to the light.

"Ten, close to eleven."

"You could have woken me up, Sebastian. I feel bad for not helping pack up."

"No,' he said, pulling a pole from the tent. "I know you got back in the tent late last night, I figured,' Sebastian scratched at his nose. "I figured I'd let you sleep."

Mercedes eyed her boyfriend for a few seconds before picking her blanket and sleeping bag and taking it to his truck. She walked over to Finn's, and picked through the bag, settling on a sausage biscuit.

"He didn't get any OJ, I'm pretty disappointed." Jesse said, leaning on the other side of the car door. Mercedes had jumped in fright when he first spoke, and he raised his hands to ease her.

"Yeah, I'll just have to try to get this dry ass sausage biscuit down my throat on it's own."

"If you guys wanted OJ, you guys should have gotten up at six, and went and bought some. Mercedes, don't say anything, because you literally just woke up. There is a giant ocean right there, if you so desire." Finn said, coming from behind Mercedes.

"Ah, so sassy,' Mercedes retorted, giving Finn a one-armed hug. "Some of us value our beauty sleep."

"Yes, Finn, it doesn't come naturally for all of us."

Finn raised his eyebrows and laughed, crossing over and getting into the driver's side of his truck. "Once Santana is ready, we're gonna go. Are we still planning to meet up at Breadstix once we get back into Ohio? I don't know if I can make it that long without eating."

"You still have like three sandwiches in that bag."

"You're lying,' Finn began, reaching across the seat for the McDonald's bag that, did indeed, still have three sandwiches in it. "That's awesome,' he said whilst plucking one out of the greasy brown bag, and folding the opening down.

"We can still go to Breadstix, yeah. It's like a cult classic for you guys at McKinley, right?"

"It's the best,' Finn shrugged between a mouth full of food.

Santana and Rachel returned to the trucks with handfuls of garbage, dumping them into a trash bag in Finn's trunk. Mercedes backed out of the way for Santana to get into the truck, and Jesse shut the door for her.

"You good, babe?" Santana asked Mercedes, reaching for her hand through the window.

"Yeah, everything is totally copacetic." Mercedes nodded, smiling at Santana and Jesse, who was watching the girls.

Rachel put her arm around Mercedes, but Sebastian appeared before she could speak. He dropped the heavy tent into his trunk with a loud 'clunk!', and shoved his hands into his pockets. He strolled forth to where Rachel, Mercedes, and Jesse stood, and watched the three of them carefully.

"Hey." He whispered.

Rachel and Mercedes both smiled lightly in unison, and Sebastian reached forward for the wrapper remaining in Mercedes's hands. Handing it over, Mercedes thanked him softly, and Sebastian tossed the trash into Finn's trunk.

"Does Sebastian know we're meeting up at Breadstix?" Finn asked, pulling his car into drive, still resting his foot on the brakes.

"I do now, I hadn't heard a thing about it before." He laughed.

"Yeah, well, now you know. We should all get there around the same time,' Finn shrugged.

"Yeah.' Sebastian agreed, moving his hand to his face, still leaning on Finn's truck. The absence of any further chatter convinced them all that it was a good time to leave.

"Alright,' Finn said, tapping his steering wheel. "I will see you guys in a couple hours."

"Alright,' the rest replied, stepping away from the truck and waving as the two left.

Jesse followed suit, and began to stroll away to his car, "Don't get into a car accident, Sebastian. You're a terrible driver."

Sebastian shrugged, and laughed. "I'm acceptable,' he said, looking over to Mercedes.

Mercedes forced a smile, and turned to hug Rachel back.

"We'll talk when we get back home, okay?" Rachel reassured.

"Yeah, okay." Mercedes said, kissing Rachel on the cheek and squeezing the girl tightly. Jesse and Sebastian were already buckled in, Jesse impatiently rolling down his window.

"Margaret and Sue Ellen, you two will see each other on the other side, let's go!"

"Jesse, I've been out here for all of ten seconds, are you dying?"

"I will if you don't hurry up, Rachel. Your fate changes every millisecond, come on." Jesse yelled back.

Rachel sighed and trudged to Jesse's car, as Mercedes made her way to Sebastian's truck, he leaned over and opened the door for her to get in.

"Thanks." She said under her breath.

There was a six hour drive back to Lima, and other than Sebastian periodically asking if Mercedes wanted to stop to eat or use the bathroom, the couple didn't speak. Sebastian did attempt to engage in conversation multiple times, but Mercedes made her replies scarce or pretended to be asleep, which only worked so many times.

"Am I wrong in thinking that you're upset with me?"

Mercedes frowned immediately, looking over at Sebastian, who took his eyes off the road momentarily to look back at her.

"What?" He asked.

"Are you wrong in thinking I'm upset with you?"

Sebastian shrugged, "Yeah?"

"What the hell, Sebastian? After last night you're surprised that I'm upset?"

"Well,' he placed a hand to his chest. "I'm over it."

"You're over it? Well, did you get pushed on the ground and left in the middle of the night?"

"In retrospect, I see how that may have looked bad."

"Oh my God, I can't with you. I need to get out of this truck." Mercedes said, wrapping her hand around the door's handle.

"Mercedes, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to hurt you, okay. It just got out of hand, it won't happen again. I was upset and embarrassed."

Mercedes shook her head in confusion, "I just… what made you think you could treat me like this, Sebastian?"

Sebastian sighed heavily, "What happened between us was personal. I've never done that for another girl, and I've never felt like this with another girl. It was your first time, and I wanted to make it memorable for you. I really like you, Mercedes. I want what happens between us to be our business, and only ours. I know what happens in relationships when other people get involved, I kind of blew my top when I heard you telling Rachel and Santana. They were laughing at me, and you didn't defend me. I was upset, but you didn't deserve that. I just felt… really dumb. And I know you don't want me to feel stupid, right?"

Mercedes's pride faltered momentarily, and she nodded along, "Right." Maybe she wasn't so innocent either.

Sebastian nodded and leaned over to hold Mercedes's hand, "I will never hurt you again, and I will never let anyone else hurt you, okay. Just promise me that what happens between us stays between us."

Mercedes nodded, "I promise, Sebastian."

Sebastian looked over and smiled at Mercedes, he pulled her hand to his lips and laid a small kiss.

"So, I'm forgiven?"

Mercedes laughed, "Sure."


End file.
